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W ity leaned over the counter. 
“He just put up his hands.” 

“Just that?” . : 

Willy nodded. “Sure. Madigan 
put up his hands and he lived. 
Harsh went for his gun and he 
died. It was that simple.” | : 

Outside Willy’s Cafe, the patrol- 
man tried to keep the crowd mov- 
ing. I watched the curious ones 
pass, some almost on tiptoe, trying 
to see where Harsh still lay sprawled 
over the table in the booth. 

“It’s funny,” Willy said. 

“What is?” | 

“You don’t expect it from a cop. 
To give up so fast and easy.” 


“If you were looking into the | 


muzzle of a 38, what brave thing 
would you do?” 

He glanced at the two men in 
white waiting with their wicker 
basket and shrugged. “I guess I'd. 
play it safe. Like Madigan.”. 

I checked my notebook. “It hap- 
pened around seven-thirty? There 
were three customers on the stools, 


‘T have been informed that there is no better exercise than wan- | 
dering the labyrinthian ways of a murder puzzle. Officers are } | 
invariable led here and then there and then probably even 
farther afield. This explains how a policeman came to be , a | 


called a “flatfoot.” 
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" p59 iG LOA err 
you behind the counter, and Madi- 
gan and Harsh in one of the 
booths?” 

“That's it.” 

“You knew they were detec- 
tives?” 

“They never kept it a secret. Been 
coming here for years. Sure, I knew 
they were cops.” He blinked ciga- 
rette smoke out of one eye. “Like I 
said, it was around seven-thirty 
when these two young punks came 
in. I get the feeling right away that 
something’s going to happen.”. 

“You're psychic?” 

“I been robbed a couple times be- 
fore. Thirty, forty bucks. Not much, 
but it keeps me. nervous.” 

“What about Harsh and Madi- 
gan? Did they get the feeling too?” 

“I looked over there right away. 
They were watching the punks.” 
Willy scratched his head. “Then 
Madigan went back to eating, | 

ess.” 

“You guess?” 

That irritated him. “Madigan 
went back to eating. You want me 
to swear to that in court?” 

The camera men shot their last 
pictures and began packing up. ! 
walked over to the booth and 
joined Dave Foster, my partner. 
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He watched the ambulance at- 
tendants put Harsh’s body in the 
basket. “I sent Madigan on to head- 
quarters,” he said. * ‘He looked pret- 
ty shook up 

I apd and leaned over. Harsh 
slightly. There was the strong scent 
of perfume on him. 

“Madigan’ s got three citations in 
his record,” Foster said. “I just 
thought I'd mention it in case you 
were thinking anything about 
him.” | 

“Did you know Harsh?” I asked. 

“Just to speak to. He was the 
quiet type. Hardly ever said a 
word,” 

I went back to the counter. 

Willy sighed. “I’m getting hoarse, 
from all this talking.” 

“You won’t die from it.” 

He dragged on his cigarette. 
“These two kids came in and 
looked the place over. Then the 
dark-haired one jerked out his gun 
and started shooting.” 

“He didn’t say anything? Like 
‘This is a stick- up?” 

“Maybe he was going to. I don’t 
know.” 

“Did Harsh fire too?” 

“He didn’t get the chance. He got 
his gun out, but he didn’t find the 
time to swing it around. The slugs. 
cut him down before he could do 
anything.” 

And now we were back to Madi- 
gan again. “What did Madigan 
do?” 

Willy took a tired breath. “Noth- 


ing. He put up his hands fast.” 
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“This other kid,” I said. “Did he 
fire his gun?” 

“No. He looked surprised at 
what happened.” 

“And then?” 

“They he stood there for a few 
seconds. I thought that Madigan 
might be finished off too, but then 
one of the kids yelled, ‘Let’s get out 
of here!’ They ran out the door.” 

“Madigan followed them?” , 

“He stood there, stunned like, 
looking at Harsh, and then he went 
after them. But it was too late, 
They got away.” 

“Did they take anything? Mon- 
ey?” 

“Not a cent.” He watched the 
ambulance pull away from the curb 
outside. “I wonder if things would 
have been different if Madigan and 
Harsh both drew their guns at the 
same time.” 

The phone behind him rang and 
he picked the receiver off the wall 
hook. He listened a moment and 
then turned. “It’s for you.” 

I went behind the counter and 
took the call. When I hung up, I 
talked to Foster. “I think we got 
them. One dead and one alive. 
They went through a_red light on 
the west side. When a squad tried 
to flag them down, they got pan- 
icky and started shooting. This time 
they picked the wrong men.’ 

Foster and I drove back to cen- 
tral police headquarters and parked 
our car. 

Lieutenant Werth met us on the 
sixth floor and handed us a folder. 
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“Te 5 wasn't hard to make the kid,” he 
said, “James Charles Beacon. Nine- 
teen years old and he’s got-a local 
record stretching back to the time 
when he was twelve.” 
- “Has he been identified?” 
Werth nodded. “Madigan took a 
look at him. Beacon’s the one who 
killed Harsh.” : 
“Does he admit it?” 


“He just admits he was there. He | 


claims his buddy did the shooting, 


but he’s dead and can’t deny 


things.” 

“What was his name?” 

“His wallet said Steve Torson. 
He was seventeen.” 

Foster and I paged through Bea- 
con’s file and then went down the 
corridor to the interrogation room. 

Beacon was about medium in 
height and weight and he sat on a 
bench under the eye of a uniformed 
policeman. 

I took a chair facing him. “All 
right. Tell us what happened.” 

_ He was going to give us the big 
lie. We knew that. But we would 
listen anyway. 

Beacon ran his fingers through 
his hair. “It was all Steve’s fault. He 
came to me and said he had this 
place all lined up. Willy’s. He said 
it would be a easy touch and we'd 
get around a hundred.” 

“And you always did what Steve 
told you to do? He was seventeen 
and you’re nineteen.” 


He looked at the floor and 


. shrugged. “Steve was sort of a lead- 


er type.” 
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It was probably the other way 
around, I thought. Steve was the 
poor pigeon who did the following. 


Beacon went on. “Steve said he - 


had two .38’s. We’d go into. Willy’s, 
order a couple of coffees while we 
looked the place over and then 
we'd take it.’ 

“And if anybody got in the way 
you'd blast them?” 

He was quick to deny that. “We 
just wanted the money. I told 
Steve no shooting.” 

Foster crossed his legs. “Then 
why carry loaded guns?” 

Beacon was in a corner and it 


took him half a minute to come up _ 


with an answer. “We weren’t going 
to do any shooting, but we figured 
that if the guns were loaded, we'd 
have more confidence. That’s it. If 
we carried empty guns, the way 
we'd act might give us away.” 

Foster grinned slightly, but said 
nothing. 

“Why didn’t you order it?” I 
asked. 

Beacon looked perplexed. “Order 
what?” 

“The coffee.” 

He shrugged. “We didn’t have 
time. Steve started shooting right 
away.” 

“And you too?” 

He shook his head. “I didn’t fire 
a shot.” | 

There were five witnesses who 
could call him a liar, but I let that 
go for the time being. “Our paraffin 


tests will show that you fired a - 


gun.” 
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He must have been thinking 
about the powder grains he could- 
n’t wash off his hands because the 
answer came without any trouble. 
“IT fired a gun later. When the 
squad was chasing us. But nobody 
got himself killed then.” 

“Why would Steve start shoot- 
ing?” I asked. 

“I don’t know. He got panicky, I 
guess.” 

“The customers on the stools 
were nearer,” Foster said. “Why 
didn’t -he work out his panic on 
them? Why pick on Harsh?” 

Beacon couldn’t answer that one. 

“Did you know that the man 
killed was a cop?” I asked. 

He looked at the floor. “That’s 
what they say he was.” 

“Did Steve know they were cops? 
Is that why he started shooting?” 

Beacon thought it over and then 
nodded. “That’s what must have 
happened.” 

“How did he know? They were- 
n’t wearing uniforms?” 

There was faint sweat on Bea- 
con’s forehead. “Maybe he recog- 
nized Harsh and knew he was a 
cop.” 7 

I tasted the smoke of my cigarette 
for awhile. “Let’s start from the 
beginning.” 

Beacon rubbed his hands on his 
trouser legs. “When we walked in 
the place, these two guys in the 
booth looked us over like they 
knew what we were going to do.” 

“Both of them?” 

“Ves,” 


“And then?” 
Beacon thought about it and he 
must have decided that the next 


words couldn’t hurt him. “They 
looked us over and then . Harsh 
kicked the other one on the shins. 
Like a signal.” 

Foster and I looked at each other 
for a second. 

“What happened?” I asked. 

. Beacon seemed puzzled. “This 
other one went right back to eat- 
ing.” | 

“Did you have your guns out 
when that happened?” 

“No. But then . 
head when he saw that signal and 
pulled out his gun.” 

I jooked out of the window for a 
moment. “Why didn’t Steve shoot 
Madigan too?” 

Beacon licked his lips. “It’s hard 
to shoot somebody when he’s got 
his hands in the air and not asking 
for trouble.” 

Foster and I left the room and 
walked down the corridor toward 
Lt. Werth’s room. 

Foster was uneasy. “You think 
he told the truth about the signal?” 

“Why should he lie about that?” 

Foster scratched his head. “Do 
we tell Werth about it?” 

“Let it ride for awhile.” 

Werth was waiting for us. “How 
did it go?” | 

“The usual way,” Foster aia: 
“Blames it all on his partner. But if 
you just keep asking questions, he 
stumbles all over himself.” 

Werth tilted back in his chair. “I 
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sent for the witnesses and Willy. 
That ought to sew everything up.” 
“Is Madigan still here?” I asked. 
“In the other room. He’s waiting 
for his statement to be typed.” 
Madigan looked up when the 
three of us walked into the room. 
He was a tall, heavy-shouldered 
man with gray eyes that moved 
slow and stayed on us. 


“You know Foster and Regan?” - 


Werth asked. 

Madigan nodded. 

“They’re on the case,” Werth 
said. “They'd like to talk to you.” 

Madigan waited until Werth left 
us alone and then spoke tiredly. 
“Ask your questions.” 

Foster offered him a cigarette. 
“Just tell us what happened.” 

Madigan used his lighter. “At 
around _ seven-fifteen,” he said, 


“Harsh and I dropped into Willy’s 
place for something to eat. These 
two young punks came in about 
two or three minutes after we got 


_ our food and took it to one of the 


booths.” 

I watched him. “Did you see the 
two kids come in?” 

“Yes,” 

“You and Harsh looked them 
over?” 

“That’s right.” 

“And then?” 

Madigan hesitated a slight sec- 
ond. “They looked just like average 
teenagers to me. I went on with my 
meal.” He took a deep breath. “I 
never knew anything was wrong 
until Harsh got to his feet and went 
for his gun.” | 

Foster and I waited out the fif- 
teen seconds of silence, 
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Madigan’s eyes flicked over us. 
“Tt all happened fast and I was star- 
ing into the barrel of a 38 before I 
knew it. There wasn’t anything I 
could do.” 

“You put-up your hands?” 

Madigan’s voice was edged. 
“What did you expect me to do?” 

I made it sound casual. “I under- 
stand you’ve got three citations in 
your record,” 

His mouth tightened. “I was 
younger then and I had nobody 


- .dead and bloody next to me to re- 


mind me of just what could hap- 
pen.” 

I absently moved the ashtray back 
and forth. “I understand that you 
and Harsh were partners for a long 
time. Seven years?” 

Anger flashed in his eyes. 
“Should I cry? Would that make 
you happy?” 

“Take it easy,” Foster said softly 
and I wondered if he meant the 
words for me. 

I glanced at the plain wedding 
ring on Madigan’s finger. “Did 
Harsh leave anybody? Wife? 
Kids?” 

“No. He was a bachelor. He 
claimed he liked it that way. It gave 
him more of a chance . . . more in- 
dependence.” 


asked. 

“T haven’t any idea.” 

I nodded to Foster and we both 
started to leave. At the door I 
turned. “Why did Harsh kick you 
in the shins?” 


“More. of a chance for what?” I 


Madigan’s eyes narrowed. “Who 
told you anything like that?” 

“The kid who killed Harsh.” 

“He’s a liar,” Madigan snapped. 

In the corridor, Foster shook his 
head. “I don’t like the way this is 
turning out. What now?” 

“We get Madigan’s address from 
the files.” 

Foster raised an ebrow: “You 
got anything in mind?” 

“I was thinking of perfume.” 


It took us about twenty minutes 


to find Madigan’s apartment build- 
ing on St. Paul Avenue. We stopped 
at the rows of mail slots to check 
on the apartment number. 

A little man in shirt sleeves: stood 
in the doorway of the small public 
lounge off to the left. “Looking for 
anybody in particular?” 

“We found them.” I looked him 
over. “Who are you?” 

“Andrews, The building superin- 
tendent.” 

“How long have the Madigans 
been living here?” Foster asked. 

“About five years.” Andrews’ lips 
moved in a private smile. “You.a 


friend of Madigan? Or Mrs. Madi- 


gan?” 
Foster’s -face was expressionless, 
“We never met Mrs. Madigan.” 
Andrews grinned slyly. “You'll 
find that Lilis—that’s Mrs. Madi- 


gan—is very friendly. She likes 


people.” 

Foster and I went to the elevator. 
He pushed the button for the sixth 
floor. 


Lilis Madigan had __ sea-green 
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eyes and her smile was polite. Just 
that. Nothing more. 

“Yes?” she asked. 

We took off our hats and I 
showed her the badge in my wallet. 
“Could we speak to you for a few 
moments please?” 

Worry came into her eyes. “Is 
there something wrong? Has any- 
thing happened. to my husband?” 

- He’s all right. May we come 
in ”? 

She stepped aside and I caught 
the scent of her perfume as we 
passed her and entered the room. I 
noticed that she left the door to the 
corridor open. 

She waited until we were seated. 
“But: there is something wrong?” 

I nodded and told her what had 
happened earlier in the evening. Al- 
most all of it. 

Her face was pale when I fin- 
ished. “I’d better see my. husband.” 

“No,” I said. “He'll be home in a 
little while.” I glanced at the taste- 
fully furnished room. “Your hus- 
band and Harsh were good 


“Yes. Almost like brothers.” 


“Did Harsh come here often?” 


She nodded. “For dinner and the 
evening.” | 

My eyes came back to the raven- 
black hair. “Did you ever invite 
him here yourself?” 

She stared at me. “Why do you 
ask a question like that?” 

I didn’t answer that. “How did 
Harsh look when you saw him this 
afternoon? Tense? Nervous?” 
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“No. Not at all.” She frowned. 
“How did you know he was here?” 

I went on. “What time was he 
here?” 

She hesitated. “Do these ques- 
tions have anything to do with 
what happened tonight?” 

Foster made his smile friendly. 
“We don’t know.” 

Lilis studied me before she an- 
swered my question. “Harsh came 
here at about i ae 

“To see your” 

A trace of anger came into her 
eyes. “He always came here at 
about that time to pick up my hus- 
band. They both go on duty at 
four.” 

“Was your husband here yester- 
day?” 

“No. He’d gone out to do some 
shopping. He told me to phone 
Harsh and tell him he’d meet him 
at headquarters.” 

“Did you phone Harsh?” 

“Ves, 9 

“But he came anyway?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” | 

Her eyes met mine. “He wanted 
my opinion on the ring.” 

I frowned. “What ring?” 

“The engagement ring. He 
bought it earlier yesterday and was 
going to give it to a girl in this 
building.” 

Foster and I looked at each other 
and he shrugged. 

“Pauline Winters,” she said. 
“Harsh met her in the elevator 
about three months ago and he’d 
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been seeing her quite. often since.” 

I rubbed my temple. “Did Madi- 
gan ... your husband know about 
this?” 


“I doubt if anyone knew about it. 


The first time I ever heard of Paul- 


ine was this afternoon and I’ve nev- 
er even met her. Harsh kept things 
to himself. Perhaps he was just shy 
about mentioning it to anyone.” 

Foster took over for a few sec- 
onds. “He showed you the ring 
and left?” 

“Not quite. He also wanted the 
name of the perfume I’ve been us- 
ing lately. It was a gift from my 
husband and Harsh wanted to get 
a vial just like it for Pauline Win- 
ters.” 

I leaned forward..““And you gave 

him the name?” 
- She shook her head. “No. I'd 
emptied the vial into another con- 
tainer and I'd forgotten the brand 
name. But I put some on his breast 
pocket handkerchief. Harsh said 
that that would be enough so that 
he could trace it.” | 

I smiled to myself slightly. 
“Thank you, Mrs. Madigan.” _ 

Downstairs, the little man was 
still in the lounge. 

I showed him my badge. “Do 
you know a man named Harsh?” 

‘His smile was wise. “I know him 
by sight. He’s Madigan’s partner, 
isn’t he?” 

I nodded. “Did he come to this 
piulding often?” 

Andrews showed small teeth. 
“That’s right.” 


I watched the pink-veined eyes. 
“Sometimes when you knew Madi- 
gan wasn’t here?” 

His tongue moistened his lips. 
“Sometimes.” 

“Did you ever follow him up- 
stairs?” 

He seemed to smirk. “No. But 
I can add two and two.” 

“Charming,” I said. “And you 
felt it was your public duty to let 
Madigan know what was happen- 
ing?” 

The sound I gave my words 
made him cautious. 

“I might have mentioned it. I 
don’t remember.” 


In the car, Foster exhaled tiredly. 
“Do we lay all the bits and pieces 


we have in Werth’s lap?” 

I was about to pull away from the 
curb, but. I changed my mind. I 
switched off the ignition. “We'll 
talk to Madigan first. He ought to 
be home pretty soon.” 

We waited. in the car for twenty 
minutes before Madigan’s car 
pulled into the parking lot next to 
the apartment building. 

Foster and I met him as he 
walked out of the lot. 

“We'd like to talk to you,” I said. 


He flipped a cigarette butt into 


the street. “You -want the story 
again?” 


“No,” I said. “This time we tell : 


you a few things.” 
His eyes flicked to Foster and 
then back to me. “Go ahead.” 
“It all starts earlier this after- 
noon,” I said. “Harsh went to your 
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wife and said, ‘Mrs. Madigan, I like 
that perfume you’re wearing. Could 
you give me a sample of it? On my 
handkerchief. will be all right. I’'d 
like to find out what it is and buy 


~ some.” I paused. “‘For Pauline 


Winters.’ ” 
Madigan’s face was expression- 
less. “Who’s Pauline Winters?” 
“She lives in your apartment 


| building. Harsh met her three 


months ago and he’s been seeing a 
lot of her since. He even went to 
her apartment a lot of times.” 

I smiled slightly. “But yesterday 
he did go to your wife’s apartment. 
He wanted to show her an engage- 
ment ring he’d just bought for 
Pauline.” 

Madigan said nothing. 

“Too much talk gets people into 
trouble,” I said. “But in Harsh’s case 
it was different. He kept his own 
business to himself and that got him 
killed. Maybe he wasn’t sure that 
Pauline would accept the ring and 
he didn’t want any kidding. From 
you or anybody else. But the point 
is, he never talked about Pauline to 
anybody. Not even with his best 
friend, his buddy, his partner.” 

Madigan’s face was in the shad- 


_ ows now and he seemed to be 


watching the traffic. 

“The two punks came into Wil- 
ly’s at about seven-thirty,” I said. 
“Both you and Harsh looked up 
and saw them. Maybe Harsh just 
had the feeling that something was 
going to happen. He was a cop. 


Like you're supposed to be, Madi- 
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gan. Or maybe he recognized Bea- 
con. and expected trouble. He 
kicked you under the table. It was 
the signal to watch—to be ready.” 

I shook my head. “But what did 
you do? You remembered the lying 
words of a sly little janitor. And 
then there was the perfume on 
Harsh. Yes. There was your final, 
concrete evidence. It proved to you, 
Madigan, that your best friend and 
your wife...” . 

I stopped there for a few seconds. 
“And so you let Harsh stand up 
alone and die.” . 

I spoke almost in a whisper. 
“They tell me you were like broth-— 
ers. You and Harsh. I don’t know 
how you're going to live with that, 
Madigan. I don’t know what kind 
of a man you are.” 

Madigan turned his head. “Have 
you said everything you wanted 
tor” 

“That’s it, Madigan,” I said. 

He studied me for a few seconds 
and then turned on his heel and 
entered the building. 

Foster watched him go up the 
three steps of the foyer to the eleva- 
tor. “It took me thirty years to make 
Detective Sergeant,” Foster said. 
“You did it in half the time, Re- 

n.” : 

“It was the breaks,” I said. 

“But you don’t really believe that, 

- your” 

I glanced at him sharply, but he 
was still staring at the apartment 
building entrance. _ 

“Should we tell your story to 
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Lieutenant Werth?” he asked soft- 
l 


y: ie 

I shrugged. “What would be the 
use? We can’t prove anything.” 

Foster seemed to be smiling. “Do 
you think Madigan will resign 
from the force?” 

I didn’t think so. But I said, “I 
don’t know. His conscience takes 
over from here.” 

Foster really was smiling. “Or 


maybe he’ll do something foolhardy ~ 


and brave and get himself killed. 
And everybody will say, ‘Why, it 
was almost as though he wanted to 
die.” 

I flushed a little, but said nothing. 

“And so you think it was the per- 
fume on the handkerchief that did 
it? The final nail that convinced 


Madigan that there was something © 


between Harsh and Lilis Madi- 
gan?” | : 

I was irritated. “It all fits.” 

“And Harsh was the quiet type. 
So quiet he never did tell Madigan 
about this Pauline?” 

“That’s it,” I snapped. “Simple 
logic.” e 

Foster still smiled. “Then also 
consider this simple logic too. Not 
one man in a hundred can tell the 
difference between one perfume 
and another. Do you think Madi- 
ganis this one exception?” 

I said nothing. 

“And a little further logic,” Fos- 
ter said. “Harsh might have been 


the quiet type, but after he once got . 


around to telling his best friend’s 
wife about Pauline, don’t you think 


he’d tell his best friend? And prob- 
ably the same day?” 
Foster touched my arm. “Don’t 
brood, Regan. We'll have another 
talk with the superintendent of this 
building.” 
I felt tired. “You don’t think 
Madigan let Harsh be killed?” 
Foster was thoughtful. “I have a 


cop’s suspicion that he did. But it. 


willtake some proving.” 

When the superintendent opened 
the door of his apartment, he was 
dressed in pajamas and a robe. 

He looked at me uneasily. 

Foster stepped slightly in front of 
me. “A little while ago you said 
that you put two and two together.” 

The little man nodded reluctant- 
ly | 


“You were probably wrong that 
time,” Foster said. “But you can’t 
always be wrong. Now tell us about 


Madigan. Did you ever put two 


and two together about him?” 
Andrews swallowed. “I don’t 
want to get into trouble.” 
~ Foster’s voice was almost gentle. 
“And you won't. Believe me. Just 
tell us.” | 
The superintendent pulled the 
robe sash .a little tighter. “Madi- 
gan’s apartment is on the sixth 
floor. But when he comes in, I 


watch the elevator lights. A lot of. 


times he goes. only to the third 
floor.” 


Foster nodded and walked to the . 


banks of mail slots in the foyer. 
“What are you looking for?” I 
asked. ‘ : 
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He put his finger on a card. _ friend than a wife. Should we find 
“Pauline Winters. Apartment 317. out?” , 
That’s the third floor.” Foster This time I let Foster do all the 
smiled. “I once read that a man talking. | 
. can be more jealous about a girl I just listened and learned. 


had 
et 
aE ap ae ggg ay it 


er. - : Please turn to page 10 for details 
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